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June, off- IQ the course of three days after, the attack
1849* began about three o'clock in the morning. Wyatt
was startled out of his sleep by the thunder of
artillery, the hissing of the shells, and the smashing
of the tiles of the houses all round about: he
jumped out of bed, which was placed immediately
under the roof, dressed, and came down the winding
staircase to his working rooms, which were on the
ground floor where his works stood. After he had
been a little while there, the voice of war was
louder and louder, when, in an instant, a grenade
came through the window into the room where he
stood, burst, and one of the pieces grazed his
shoulder and another bit knocked the light out of
his hand ; his arm was benumbed, and he was left
in the dark in the midst of smoke and dust from
the broken side wall of the window; he added,
" I had a very narrow escape.'' It appeared from
his letter that a shell had fallen close to the door
of my own studio, when the women opposite, seeing
fire and smoke, cried out, "The Englishman's
studio is on fire," but the shell did no harm. In
our neighbourhood lived a Scotch tradesman who
had a wife and two little children; they were all
sleeping in the same room in the upper part of the
house, the noise frightened them and they started
up and fled below, most fortunately, for very soon
, after a shell fell through the roof and burnt in their
bedroom.